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watch the comedy.    She had no children, and
she loved young people.

I did not speak, but waited for her to turn, with
that ship's call still sounding in my mind.    The
rain had cleared for a winter sunset.    Opposite,
in the house which had been turned into a frugal
shop, it was thought so near to night that they lit
their lamp, though it was not only possible to see
the bottles of sweet-stuff and the bundles of wood
in the window, but to make out the large print of
a bill stuck to a pane announcing a concert at the
Wesleyan Mission Room.    The lamp was alight
also in the little beer-house next door to it, where
the Shipping Gazette could be borrowed, if it were
not already out on loan; for children constantly go
there for it, with a request from mother, learning
their geography that way in Malabar Street, while
following a father or a brother round the world and
back again, and working out ^by dead-reckoning
whether he would be hooxe for Christmas.

The quiet street, with every house alike, had
that air of conscious reserve which is given by the
respectable and monotonous ; but for a moment
then it was bright with the glory of the sky's
afterglow reflected on its wet pavemeats, as though